The moft lamentable Tragedie 

Like flinging Bees in hotteft fununers day. 

Led by their Mailer to the flowred fields^ 

And be aduengde on curfed T amor a: 

And as he faith, lo fay we all with him* 

L Hans. I humbliethanke him andlthnnkeyouall* 
But who conics here led by a luftic Gothe ? 

Enter a Goth leading of Aron with his child 
in his Armes . 

Goth> RenowmedL«c/^ from our troupes Iftraid, 
T o gaze vpon a ruinous Monafterie, 

Andas I earneftly did fixe mineeye, 

Vpon die wafted building fuddainely, 

I heard a child crie vnderneatha wall, 

I made vntothenoife, wlienfbone I heard, 
xhe crying babe controla with thisdifcourle: 

Peace tawnieflaue, Iialfcme, andhalfc thy Dame, 
Did not thy hue bewray whofe brat tliou art. 

Had nature lent thee but thy mothers looke, 

Villainc thou mightft haue bin an Emperour* 

But where the bull and Coware both milke white. 
They neuer doe beget acoleblackeCalfe: 

Peace Villaine peace, euen thus lie rates die babe, 
Fori muft bearctheeto atruftie Goth> 

Who when heknowes thou art the EmprelTe babe. 
Will hold thee dear ely for thy mothers lake* 

With this my weapon drawen I rufht vpon him 
Surprifdehimfuddainely ,and brought him hither 
Tovfeasyou thinkenccdefull of the man* 

Lucius. Oh worthie Cjoth this is the’incarnate dmcll. 
That robd zAfndronicus of his good hand, 

This is the Pearlethat pleafd your Eropveffe eye, 
Andher’s thebafe fruit o: her burning luft. 

Say wall-eyd Haue whither wouldft thou conuay, 


of Titus Andronicua* 

This growing image of thy ficrrdJjJcefaee, 

V Vl) v dooif not fpeake?what deafe, not a word’ 
h baiter Sou!diers,hang him on this tree, 
j\ncl by his fidehis ffuite of Baftardie* 

Jr on. Touch not the boy,he isof R oiall blcud. 

Luc, Too like the ficr for euer being good, 
pii lf hang the child that he may Ice it fptall, 
i\ tight to vex the bathers fou I e withal! . 

Lron. Get me a laddcr,A»c/*/ faue thechildj 
/\nd beare it from me to the Hmprefle : 

Ifrhoudo thisblefhew thee wondrous things. 

That highly may aduantage thee to heare, 
ifthou wilt not,befall what may befall, 

Jlefpeake no more, but vengeanccrotte you all. 

Indus. Say on,and lfit pleafe me which thou fpeakft, 
Thy child fliall liue,and I will fee it nouriflit. 

tJron. And if it pleafe thee; why aflurc thee Lucia f, 
twill vexe thy fouleto heare what I fliallfpeake: 
porlmuft talkcofmui thers,rapes,and maflakers, 
Aftsofblack night, abhominable deeds, 

Complots of mifchicfe,treafon,villanie s, 

Ruthfull foheare,yctpittcou(ly performdc. 

And this fhall all be buried in my death, 

VnlcfTe thou fweare to me my child fhall Hue. 

Lucias. re\\ on thy minde,l fay thy child fliall hue. 
idroH, Sweare that he fliall, and then I will begin, 
L»«,VVho fhould I fweare by, thou bclceueftno God, 
That graunted, how canft thou beleeue an oath, 
Jron.W hat if I doe not,as indeed I do not. 

Yet for I know thou art religious. 

And haft a thing within thee called confidence, 

VVith twenty popifli tricks and ceremonies. 

Which I hauefeene thee carefull to obferue. 

Therefore Ivrge thy oath, for that I know. 

An ideot holds his bauble for a God, 

I And 


